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Tutne on the bloody Hounds with heads ofSteelc, 

And make cbc Cowards ftand aloofc at bay: 

Sell euery naan his life as dcerc as mine, 

And they fliall Slide dcerc Deere of vs nty Fri ends* 

Gad, and S - q*orgc, T&ihot and EngUnds right, 

Profpcr our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter a iJMeftngcr t hat meets Torl{a - Enter Tork$ 
with Trump tty and many Soldiers** 

r&rkf- Arc not the fpeedy fcouts return'd againe. 
That dog’d the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 

Mejf* They are return'd my Lord, and giuc it out, 
That he is march’d to Bordeaux with his power 
To fight with Tdbot as he march’d along. 

By your efpyals were difeoucred 

Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 

Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for 

(Burdcaux 

Torke* A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfct,i 
That thus delavcs my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, chat were leujed for this liege* 

Renowned Tdbot doth expert my aydc 3 
And I am lowed by a Traitor Villainc. 

And cannot hdpe the noble Cheualier; 

God comfort him in this needfuy ; 

If he mifearryj fare well Warres in France* 

Enter mother Meffenger* 

% t Mef Thou Princely Leader ofourEnglifli firength, 
Neuer fo needful! on the earth of Fiance, 

Spurre to the refeue of the Noble Talbot* 

Who now is girdled with a waftc of Iron, 

And hem'd about with grim deduction : 

To Rurdeaux warlike Duke, to liurdeaux Yorke, 

Elfe far well Talbot, France, and England s honor. 

Yorke* O Gad, that Somcrlct who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, \ucrt? in Talbots place. 

So fhould wee fauc a valiant Gentleman, 

By forteyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 

Mad ire,and wraihfull fury makes me weepe. 

That thus we dye, whileremiffe Traitors flecpc. 

tMef O fend fome fuccour to thcdiflrefl Lord. 

York He dies, weloofe : l breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayfy gcq 
All long ofthis vile Traitor Somcrfct, 

UMef, Then God take mercy on brane Talbots foulc, 
And an his Sonne yong lohn^ who twohouresfince^ 
Imet intrauaile toward his warlike Father \ 

This feuen yeercs did not Talbot fee hisfonne. 

And now they mecte where both their lines are done. 

Yorke. Alas, what ioy fHall noble Talbot hauc, 

To bidhisyong fonne welcome to hisGrauc: 

Away, vexation almoft ftoppes my breath, 

That fundred friends greets in the houre of death* 

L#cie farewell, no more my fortune can. 

But curfe the eaufe I cannot ayde the mam 
Maine* Ehys* V&ytkrs> and Torres, are wonne away. 

Long all ofSomerfet, and his delay* Exit 

Mef Thus while the Vulture of ledition, 

Feedes in tfcebofome offuch great Commanders* 
Sleeping neglefticm doth betray to lofle : 

The Conqurit of our fear fe-cold Conqueror, 

That euer-Jiuing man of Mcmorie, 
ifemie the fife: Whiles they each other crofTe* 

Lines, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to Ioffe- 




Enter Stmerfit with hit Armit , 


Sent. It is too late, I cannot Tend then, now 

This expedition was by Torke and Talbot Ws 

Too rsfhly plotted. All our general! force 

Might witha Tally ofthevery Towne J 
Be buckled with : the oticr-daring Talbot 
Hath fuliied all his glofle of former Honor 

By thisvnhcedfull, defperare,wildeaducnture- 

Torke fet him on to fight,and dye in lhame 5 
That Talbot dead, great Torke might beare the n 
Cap. Hccre is Sir mlliarn Lucie, who with 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth f©r ay <jt 
Som. How now Sit mlliarn, whether \L, 
La. Whether my Lord/rom bought & r fl T^ t°!L er ' t? 
Who ring’d about with bold aduetfici^ 

Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfcr 
To bcatc affayling death from his weake R ts i on 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there & S) 
Drops bloody fwee from his warre-wcariedlimb - 
And in ad Damage lingring loofces for refeue, 

You his falfe hopes, the trull of England* honor 
Seepe off aloofc with worthlefle emulation : ’ 

Let not your priuatc difeord keepe away 
Theleuied fucconrs that fhould lend him ayde 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman * 

Yceld vp his life vr,to a world of oddes. 

Orlcance the Baftard, Charles, Tinrgundie^ 

Alanfen, Reignard, compaffe him about, 

And Talbot perilheth by your default. 

Som, Yorke fet him on, Yorke ihould haue fot him 
ayde. 

Lac. And Yorke as fad vpon your Grace cxdaimtt 
Swearing thatyou with-hold his ieuiedhoaft, 

Collected forthis expidition. 

Sm.York lyes: He might Jme Cent, & had theHorfc; 

I owe him little Dutie, andlefle Loue, 

And takefoule fcorncto fawne on him by fending. 

La. The fraud of England, not the force oiFraacc, 
Hath now imrapt the Noble-minded Talbot: 

Neuer coHngland fhall he beare his life, 

But diesbetvaid to fortune by your flrite. 

Som, Come go, I will difpatcn the Horfemen fitait; 
Within fixe hourcs, they will beat his ayde. 

La. Too late comes refeue, he is tans orflaitic, 

For flye he could not, if he would hauc fled: 

And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som, If he be dead, brauc Talbot then adieu. 

La, His Fame Hues in the world . His Shame in you. 

Exttat, 

* Enter Talbot and his Sonne. 


Tal. O yong Ieh» Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 

That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu’d, 
When fapleffe Age, and wcakevnablelimbes 
Should bring thy Father to his droopingChaiie. 
But Omalignanc and ill-bcading Startes, 

Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and vnauoyded danger ; 

Therefore deere Boy,mount on my fwifcefthorfe. 
And lie direct thee how thou lhalcefcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
John, Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 
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^ 1< ake a Baftard, and a Slaue °£ m< v , 

T o^J i j vuiH fav,he is not Taibots blood, 

Hv Si Noble TA* Hood. 

«■ piyc.to reuenge my death.if X be fle""- 

f i vii that flyes lo.will ne’rereturncagame, 

fi if v»e both flay,we both arefure to dye. 

Tl‘ Then let me flay,and Father doe you flye: 

, uy {2l threat,fo your regard fhould be; 

^° L ' r orrh vnknowne.no lofic is knowne inme. 

death, the French can little boaft; 

^^ntsthey mil,in you all hopes arclofl. 

SEmnot ftayne the Honor you hauc wonne, 

Sine it will hat no Exploit hauc done. 

5*. fled for Vantage,eoery one will fweare ; 

M if lbovv.they’Je fay it was for fearc. 

There is n0 hope that eucrl will flay, 
fihc firft howre Tflirinke and run away: 

Leon my knee I begge Mortality 
Lli« then Life,prcfcni*d with Infatnie. 

" wj Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye m one Tombe ? 
Ithti. I.rather then lie fliame my Mothers Wonibe. 
foli Vpon my Blelfing I command thee goe. 

Uhl. To fight I will,but not to flye the Foe. 
fitlL Part of thy Father may be lan’d in thee. 

No part of him,b tie will be flume in mce. 

Tdb- Thou neuer hadfl Renowne,nor canft not lofc ir. 
led. Yes,your renowned Name: fhsll flight abufe it ? 
TAThy Fathers charge (hal clearc thee from ^ ftaine. 
/,k You cannot witneffe for me,being flaine. 
if Death be fo apparant.then both flye. 

fS- And leauc my followers here to fight and dye ? 
M« Age was neuer tainted with fuch fliame. 

'loU And shall iny Youth beguileie of luch blame i 
Homore can I be fcuctcd from your fide, 

Tkn can your fclfc,your fclfe in twaine diuide: 
Stsy.goe.tloe what you wiii,the like doe I; 

For line I will not,if my Father dye. 

Toth. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to cclipfe thy Life this afeernoone: 

Come,fide by fide, together liueand dye, 

AndSoule with Soule from France to Heaucn flye. Exit. 

A UrHm: Excurfions , wherein Talbots Sonne 
is hemm'd about , and Talbot 
refines him. 

Tdb, Saint George ,and Victory; fight Souldicrs,fight; 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word. 

And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is lohn Talbot ? pawfe,and take thy breath, 
Igauethee Lifc,and refeu’d thee from Death, 
lohn, Otw ice niy Father, twice am I thy Sonne: 

The Life thou gau’ft me firft, was loft and done. 

Till with thy Warlike Sword,defpight of Fate, 

Tomy determin’d time thou gau’ft new date. 

7>/6.When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold.fac’t Viifcxrie. Then Leaden Age, 

QjickenM with YouthfullSpleene,and WarlikeRa< 

Beat downe Alan fin, Orlcance fiSttrgtittdie, 

And from the Pride of Gallia refeued thee. 

Thcirefull Baftard Orlcance , that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firftfighr, 1 foone cncountred. 

And interchanging blowes,! quickly flied 




Some of his Baftard blood,and in dvfgrace 

Bcfpoke him thus: Contaminated.bale, 

And mis-begotten blood.1 fpill of thine, ^ 

Meant and right poore,for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didft force from Talbot t my brauc Boy. 

Here purpofing the Baftard todeftroy. 

Came inftrong refeue. Speake thy Fat hers care: 

Art thou not weaiie,/^# ? How do if thou fare . 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Battaile,Boy,and flie. 

Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualrie ? 

Flye,to reuenge my death when I am dead. 

The hdpe of one ftands me in little ftead, 

Oh,too much folly is it,wel! I wot, 

To hazard all our lines in one frnall Boat. 

If I today dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrowi fliall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gains, and if I ftay, 

’Tis but the ftiorming of my Lite one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houfeholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth,and EnglaudsFamc : 

All chefe,and more,we hazard bv thy ftayj 
AU thefe are fau’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

lohn. The Sword of Orlcance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my EJcart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fbame. 

To faue a paltry Life,and flay bright Fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye. 

The Coward Horfe that bcarcs me.fall and dye; 

And like me to thepefant Boyes of France. 

To be Shames fcornc,3nd ihbiedf of Mifchance, 

Surely,by all the Glorie you haue wonne, 

And if 1 flye, I am not Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot. 

If Sonne to Talbot , dye at Talbots foot. 

Tdb. Then follow thou thy dcfp’rate Syre of Creet, 
Thon Icarus,thy Life to me i* fweet: 

If theu wilt fight,figbc by thy Fathers fide, 

And commendableprou’d, let’s dye in pride. Exit, 


iAUrum, 


Excurfions. 
Talbot led. 


Enter old 


Tidb. Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone* 

O,where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant lohn ? 

T riumphanc Death, ftnear’tl with Captiuitie, 

Young Talbots Valour makes me finite at thee. 

When he perceiu’d me fhrinke,and on my Knee, 

His bloodie Sword he brandifht oner mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatiences 
But when my angry Guardant flood alone, 

T endring my ruine, and affayfd of none, 

Dizzie-ey’d Furie,and great rage of Heart* 

Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftringBattaile of the French : 

And in that Sea of Biood^yBoy did drench 
His oner-mounting Spirit; and there dfide 
My Icarusjettx BIoffonic,in his ptlde. 

Enter with lohn Talbot,borne. 

Sene. O my deare Lord.loe whereyour Sonne is borne, 
TVi/.Thou antique Death,which laugh’ftvs here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy mfuItingTyrannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie. 

Two Talbotts winged through the lither Skie. 

In thy defpight fhall fcapcMortahtie. 
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